Volume 19
Issue 1 Fall/Winter

Article 14

11-15-1999

Muñeca, Huntington Park, Nineteen Eighty
Something
Virgil Suarez

Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview
Part of the Fiction Commons, Nonfiction Commons, Photography Commons, and the Poetry
Commons
Recommended Citation
Suarez, Virgil (1999) "Muñeca, Huntington Park, Nineteen Eighty Something," Westview: Vol. 19 : Iss. 1 , Article 14.
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview/vol19/iss1/14

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by the Journals at
SWOSU Digital Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in Westview
by an authorized administrator of SWOSU Digital Commons. For more
information, please contact phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu.

Muneca, Huntington Park, Nineteen Eighty Something
by Virgil Suarez

It was during the Summer Olympics
in Los Angeles that my father met her,
she came over with her then boyfriend/
lover, some guy they called “Nino.”
They called her Muneca, which means
doll, and the three men at the party
swooned over her. My sister, mother
and me watched these three grown
men outside on the lawn running
around her, the witch as we came
to know her. They smelled something
about her, like cats do, my mother
said. She promised never to have
any other parties—that was it, no more
free food and sangrias for that bitch.
A year later, my father left my mother
for Muneca, who had left Nino
in what rumor held to be a pretty
ugly sight: clothes on the lawn, broken
windows, dented fender on the car.
Ugly. My father came home from work
one afternoon, told my mother like
he was saying goodbye to strangers,
got in the car and took off. I watched
from the living room window, across
the lawn as the car picked up speed
then turned for good at the comer.
I can’t remember if my mother cried,
but we lived on, knowing that the gap
existed, and my mother and sister never
mentioned his name again. At night,
in the dark of my bedroom, I looked
at the picture of my mother and father
in Havana, outside the building where
they said they got married. And I thought
of Muneca. how she had come that nnp
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time and changed our lives forever.
Powder smooth cleavage and green
eyes, I remember how she tilted her neck
as she sipped sangria
to show off her chest. Her manicured
nails gripped and clicked against the glass.
And I promised myself I would remember
that Aren’t-I-wonderful look,
the way she hissed words through her teeth.
Of course, her affair with my father lasted
only a couple of years. She left him like
my mother said she would, and my father
could never come back. The weakness of men,
my mother called it, for which he
would pay and pay and pay. He came by
every so often to say hello, or at school
to buy me and my sister lunch. Years later,
when my sister moved out, I went to college
in Florida. My mother stayed in California
and lived alone. My father died of a stroke.
Once in Miami at La Carreta, I was there
with my fiancee eating dinner, and I got up
to go to the bathroom and to do so you have
to enter the cantina, a smoky dark cavern.
Muneca sat at the bar working on her vermouth.
A man kept his head buried in her breasts.
He was drunk. She looked wasted, old and haggard.
The smoke of a burning cigar coiled in her hair.
I looked long enough to make sure it was her.
At that moment I thought of my father
and his friends that one afternoon on the lawn,
of my mother looking out at them, and she
now alone in her room in California,
the Spanish soap operas on the television,
watching as bad things happen to good people.
Me, I decided long ago not to get involved,
not to let these seeds take root
in the darkness of my memory.
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